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To every Star its Name and Place aflign, | - 


Unchain'd by Art with true Poetick Rage, 
In Buskins highly rais'd, we tread the Stage; 


1 FI 


By Nature free, unfetter'd, unconfin d, 
She mounts a Flame, and flies, aſtride the Wind. 


Through boundleſs Space wings her Celeſtial Way; 
And Eagle<y'd confronts the ſource of Days / 


Criticks begone, avaunt ye Sons of CM ö 
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In narrow Bounds the Swelling Tides confine, 1 1 
And teach the Ruler of the Day to ſhine. 


With Fire from Heayen, to thaw the frozen Age. 
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__ 
If Seeber Charadters too high, t =, = 


o Sg! worms ̃ 9 


3 For mean Conception Thocks the Vulgar ye 


Let filthy Mire accuſe the, Azure Sky. 
Diamonds to Swine are deſpicable Things, |} 
Loſt to the M Mole th verdant * verdure Pprings, © | 
And Adders hiſs though SEN ESI o ſings. 1 
The God of Numbers and melodious Strain, '\ 
Triumphant drives through Empyrean Plains, & 3 
Impetuous bound the Stecds nor hear the Reins. © | 
Sluggiſti the ervile: Mole faſtains the Weight; 

Wolves bait the Moon becauſe ſhe ſhines too bright; 
And Oos are blinded with exceſs of Light. 
The Preiſteſs ſpeaks of him that gilds the Skies; 
Bchold he comes, behold the God ſhe cries: :- 
And ſwells, and foams," and rolls her frantick Eyes. 1 
Hark to the Noiſe a hundred Doors Wund, — 
Spontaneous Jarr, the vaulted Roofs rebound, 


And Wordsk burſt forthwith more than Mortal found. | 
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0 Aer Player. A 
[ ADIES and Gentlemen, my Lord of F lame, 
| Has ſent me here to thank you in his Name; 


Proud of your Smiles, he's rais'd up many a Story: : 

Beyond the tip-top Pinacle of Glory : 

Whence he defies thoſe of Clay, the Criticks, / 
Fellows, ſays he, that are meer Paraleticks ; 
With Judgments Lame, and Intellects that's Hault, . 
Becauſe a Man Out-runs them, they find fault. | 
But he's indeed (to give my poor Opinion) 
Beyond the Reach of Critical Dominion. 

Bleſs me! here's one of them : 

ner Critick. A ſtrange odd Play. 
PI. I muſt attack him : What is that you fay ? 
"0: Rules an't obſerv d here. x 
Wes, B Pl. Rules, 
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(6). 
TS. Rules, | 
Like Clocks and Watches, only made for Fools. 

: Rules make a Play; that is 
. „ Cr. What! at a ſtand? GE 
| Pt. As if a Knife and Fork ſhould make a Hand: 
Cr. Pſhay ; tis all Stuff and Nonſence: 

f Pl. Lack 1 1A 
Why that's the very Eſſence of a PLar: 114 
Your, Old Houſe, Netu Houſe, Opera and Bul, > buoy 
Tis Nonſence, Critich, that ſupports them all: 
As you yourſelves ingeniouſty have ſhown, | 
While on their Nonſence you have built. your on. 
Cr. Pray Sir, who is the Haro of your Ray? 
PI. HERO, we all are Heroes in our Way. 
Cr. Why there's no Plot! or none. that* « underſtood. 
Pi. There's a Rebellion though, and that's as good. 
Cr. No Spirit, or Genius: 8 

Pl. No! why did not "Ml 

A Spirit, and a Genius, both appear? 
Cr, Play, Farce, or Opera ist? 


Pl. No 


PI No matter whether ? 
Mis a Rehearſal of them all together. . 
O. Ay, bar there wants, | 
PI Wants what ? For all your . 
| What one Ingredient of a Play is wanting? 
Muſick, Love, War, Death, Madneſs without ſham, 
Done to the Life, by ſupernat ral FLAME 
Scenes and Machines deſcending and arifing ; 
Thunder and Lightning; every Thing farpriſing. ' | 
Come come troop off good Mr. Blunder-monger, 
And interrupt the Eyx1L0@uzno longer. Ex. G. 
Now to proceed, Faith he fays true enough, 1 e 26 
The Stage has given riſe to wretched Stuff 
Critick or Player, a Dennis, or a Cibber, - 
Vie only who ſhall make't go down the glibber: 
A Thouſand muth'rous Ways they caſt about, 
To ſtifle it ; but Murder like, 'ewill out. 
Our Author fairly, without ſo much fuſs, 
Shews it in Puris Naturalibus 1 | 


Purſues the Point beyond the higheſt Height, 
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Then bids you Men of Taſte, and Ladies Bright, 
Mark how it looks, when it is out of Sight. 


| A Theme ſo true, a P lay ſo fit for Laughter ; 5 


There never was before, nor ever will be after. 


No never! never! not while vital Breath, 


Defends you from that long-liv'd Mortal, Death. 


Death! ſomething hangs Prophetick on my Tongue: 
PFll give it Utterance, be it Right, or Wrong 
HENDEL himſelf ſhall yield to Hu R LOT HR UM BO; 


And BoxnANncint too, ſhall cry Succumbo. 


That's if the Ladies condeſcend to ſmile: 


Their Looks make Senſe, or Nonſenſe, in our Iſle. = 
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